when their moustaches wont turn up.**
"They should put them in curl papers like I do with my hair
at Easter/* said the little girl. "What does a Kaiser do? Does he
fight, or does he pick up the wounded?"
"He doesnt exactly do anything," said the Emperor. "He
thinks."
"What does he think?" said the girl, who, like all young things,
knew so little about people that when she met them she had to
ask them a great many questions, and was sometimes told not
to be inquisitive, though her mother usually said, "Ask no ques-
tions, and youll be told no lies."
"If the Kaiser were to tell, that wouldnt be thinking, would
it?" said the Emperor. "It would be talking."
"It must be very funny to be a Kaiser," said the little girl.
"But anyhow, what are you doing here so late when you are not
wounded?"
"Will you promise not to tell anybody if I tell you?" said the
Emperor. "It's a secret."
"I promise faithfully," said the girl. "Please do tell me. I love
secrets."
"Then," said the Emperor, "I had to tell all my soldiers this
morning that I was very sorry I could not go "into the trenches
and fight under fire as they do, and that the reason was, I had to
think hard for them all, that if I were killed they would not know
what to do and they would all be beaten and killed."
"That was very naughty of you," said the little girl; "for it
wasnt true, you know: was it? When my brother was killed
another man just stepped into his place and the battle went on
just as if nothing had happened. I think they might have stopped
just for a minute; but they didnt. If you were killed, wouldnt
somebody step into your place?"
"Yes," said the Emperor. "My son would."
"Then why did you tell them such an awful fib?" said the little
girl.
"I was made to," said the Emperor. "That is what a Kaiser is
for, to be made get up and say things that neither he nor anyone
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